Ixxxii  CHAUCER'S WYF OF BATHES TALE.

For be we never so vicious withinne,

We scliuln be holde wys and clene of synne.

And somme sayn, that gret delit han we

For to be holden stabil and secre,                          90

And in oon purpos stedfastly to duelle,

And nought bywreye thing that men us telle.

But that tale is not worth a rakes stele.

Pardy, we wynamen can right no thing hele,

Witnes on Myda; wil ye here the tale ?

Ovyd, among his other thinges smale,

Sayde Myda had under his lange heris

Growyng upon his heed tuo asses eeris;

The whiche vice he hid, as he best might?,

Ful subtilly fro every raannes sight?.,                    100

That, save his wyf, ther wist of that nomo ;

He loved hir most, and trusted hir also ;

He prayed hir., that to no creature

Sche schulde tellen of his disfigure.

Sche swor him, nay,, for al this world to wynne,

Sche nolcle do that vilonye or synne

To make hir housbontl have so foul a name;

Sche wolde not tel it for hir oughne schame.

But natheles hir thoughtc that sche dyde,

That sehe so longe a counseil scholde hyde ;         110

Hir thought it swal so sore about hir hcrt?,

That needely som word hir most asterte;

And sins sche dorste not tel it unto man,

Doun to a marreys faste by sche ran,

Til sche cam ther, hir herte was on fuyre ;

And as a bytoure bumblith in the myre,

Sche layde hir mouth unto the water doun,

ee Bywrey me not., thou watir, with thi soun."

Quod sche, "to the I telle it, and norno,

Myn housbond hath long asse eeris tuo.                 120

Now is myn hert al hool, now is it cute,

I might? no lenger kepe it out of doutc,"

Her may ye se, thcigh we a tyrae abycle,

Yet out it moot., we can no counseil hyde.

The remenaunt of the tale., if ye wil here,

Reclith Ovid., and ther ye mow it leere,

This knight, of which my tale is specially,
Whan that lie saugh he miglit? nought come therby,
This is to say?,, that wommen loven most,
Withinne his brest ful sorwful was the gost.          130

But horn he goth, he might? not lenger sojournc,
The clay was come, that horn-ward most he Lome,